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Editor’s  Note 


For  those  of  you  who  are  familiar  with  the  issues  of  this  magazine  from  the  last 
three  years,  you'll  know  that  I'm  not  usually  inclined  to  take  up  space  with  Editor's 
Notes.  However,  being  as  this  is  my  last  issue  as  Editor,  I hope  that  you'U  indulge 
me. 

This  magazine  has  been  a wonderful  opportunity  for  me,  and  as  our  former 
advisor  said  during  times  when  I was  pulling  my  hair  out,  "It's  (been)  a learning 
experience!"  I certainly  have  learned  a great  deal,  and  seen  a few  changes  too;  staff, 
administrators,  advisors,  and  perspectives  and  rules  along  with  them.  I don't  know 
what  the  future  holds  for  the  magazine,  but  I hope  that  it  will  not  be  marred  by 
such  unpleasant  words  as  "censorship"  and  "budget  cut." 

My  true  purpose  in  writing  this  note  is  to  thank  all  of  the  people  who  have 
supported  the  magazine.  I have  been  fortunate  enough  to  meet  many  of  our 
contributors  and  I cannot  adequately  express  my  gratitude  for  your  interest, 
kindness,  and  support.  There  would  not  be  a magazine  without  you.  While  I'm  on 
a "thank  you"  roU,  I would  also  like  to  thank  all  of  the  individuals  who  have 
worked  with  me  during  my  tenure  as  Editor.  You  are  aU  special,  but  some  merit 
particular  acknowledgement.  Those  people  are; 

Ben  Aylesworth  — for  his  patience,  level  head,  and  willingness  to  lift  heav}^  boxes. 

Chris  Carlsen  — for  her  knowledge,  optimism,  and  computer  equipment. 

Without  her,  I don't  know  how  the  issues  from  Insights  to  ^Expressions  would 

have  been  completed. 

Richard  Oberbruner  — for  his  sense  of  humour  and  unshakable  belief 

in  free  speech. 

And  last,  but  not  least,  Daryl  Russo  — for  not  being  afraid  to  tackle  the 

layout  of  this  issue. 

Thank  you  all.  I hope  that  you  enjoyed  the  ride,  too. 

Oh,  in  case  you're  wondering  about  our  lack  of  cover  art,  may  I suggest  a little 
rock  n'  roU? 

"I  fight  authority ! authority  always  wins.  " — John  'Cougar'  Mellencamp. 


Jo- Ann  Ledger 
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Thursday 

-Jennifer  Cismesia 


It  was  only  last  Thursday 


I realized  the  world  wasn't  a nice  place. 


(I  was  shocked) 


Carefree,  I hadn't  experienced  evil, 


Until  Thursday,  when  my  glasses 


(rose  colored  of  course) 


Shattered,  and  the  pieces  imbedded  in  my  eyes. 
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You  Sizzle 


— Ron  Edison 

I fried  bacon  last  night  and  thought  of  you. 
Lying  naked  and  pale  in  the  shimmering  heat 
perking  and  pouting  wistfully. 

Quiet  kisses  building  to  a busy  hiss— 
a writhing  crescendo  of  sizzle  and  pop. 

Sharp  splatters 

bite  and  burn  my  bare  skin  as 
you  curl  and  quiver 
hot  and  dripping 
in  cloying,  pungent  fragility 
crumbling  gently  at  my  touch. 

I nibbled 

you  crunched 

in  smoky  golden  surrender 

a sinfully  wicked  tang 

dissolving  on  my  tongue. 


The  Perfect  Life 


— Thomas  Tons 

She  was  fourteen  years  old 

when  I paid  twenty-five  American  dollars  for  her. 
The  back  room  of  a bar  - 
Olongapo,  Philippines. 

The  Navy^'  was  not  for  me: 

Mr.  Clean,  Mr.  Respect,  Mr.  Fit  - 
not  my  thing,  not  my  bag. 

I packed  my  bag  late  one  night 
while  clean,  fit  guards  slept. 

Away  I stole  with  my  few  belongings: 
a duffel  bag  and  Sally, 
whose  real  name  didn't  matter 
as  mine  no  longer  did. 

Now  in  peace  we  live  - 
my  bride  and  I - 

not  quite  paranoid  of  an  eventual 
knock  on  our  door: 
a distraught  mother 
or  maybe  an  M.P. 
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For  Everyone 

— Debra  J.  Brucker 
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You  Used  To 


— Gerald  Ryan 


Molded  to  my  lap 
Your  cat  purrs  and 
Poises  its  head  to  be 
Petted  and  scratched 
While  we  watch  sunsets 
The  way  you  used  to. 

Windowpane  light  leaks 
Into  the  inky  night  of 
Your  porch  where  I sit 
StiU  facing  the  wind  in 
Zippered  solitary  pose 
The  way  you  used  to. 

Dustbin  dreams  remain 
Quiet  in  the  comer 
Haunting  your  bed 
Kicking  your  covers 
Adjusting  your  pillows  just  so 
The  way  you  used  to. 

False  dawn  drips  into  your  room 

Hanging  over  my  head 

Like  a low  ceiling  while  I re-read 

That  last  letter  line  by  line  and 

Throw  it  to  the  floor 

The  way  you  used  to. 
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Singing  at  Supper 

— Barbara  Armbruster 


My  Gram,  as  usual,  wrote  the  commandments. 

First  among  them,  "Children  shall  not  sing  at  the  table." 
Too  serious,  the  work  of  surviving  hard  times. 

For  singing  at  the  table. 

My  mother,  trained  in  those  no-nonsense  ways. 

Could  no  more  contain  her  love  of  fun. 

Than  hide  the  smell  of  her  good  cooking. 

When  Bud  and  I would  pester  her, 

"What's  for  supper?" 

She'd  say,  "Wind  pudding,  and  rabbit  tracks!" 

Leaving  us  a word  puzzle  to  gnaw  on. 

Not  your  business,  child,  to  know 
If  the  money  envelope  is  empty. 

If  the  canning  lasts  the  winter. 

If  the  corner  store  gives  credit. 

For  she  could  take  nothing 

And  make  of  it  something  so  wonderful. 

That  I should  have  sung  at  the  table, 

I should  have  sung  and  sung. 
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To  Father 


— Michael  Galati 


Father,  when  you  died  you  were  too  quick 
for  them  at  the  hospital.  They  had  the  oxygen 
and  things,  even  in  those  slow-moving  days, 
the  Depression  lingering  over  all  of  Ufe, 
including  yours.  Oh,  you  made  plans, 
plans  to  open  a factory  and  some  stores, 
plans  to  buy  a house  somewhere  with  a yard 
for  the  dog,  if  only  the  money  would  come. 

But  you  were  quicker  than  the  money  that  never 
caught  up  with  us,  and  quicker  than  hospital 
tubes  and  wires,  quicker  in  dying  that  is. 

So  quick  were  you  that  when  they  brought  you  in, 
you  were  already  blue,  already  cold,  and  your 
wallet  had  only  a few  biUs,  not  enough.  Not 
nearly  enough. 

The  call  came  in  the  morning,  and  Aunt  Martha 
was  to  be  the  strength  we  would  need  for  the  news 
about  how  quick  you  were,  a mere  34  years  old, 
to  duck  out  of  Ufe  Uke  that,  as  if  someone 
had  thrown  a baseball  right  at  you,  and  you  went 
down  to  death  because  that  basebaU  was  coming, 
and  maybe  you  knew  it  was  coming,  so  you  ducked 
into  death  the  way  people  duck  into  doorways 
when  the  rain  starts  to  fall. 


To  Father  — continued  from  page  7 


Sister  didn't  believe  about  your  dying. 

It  was  a joke,  she  said,  a very  bad  joke. 

The  man  who  held  the  world  together  for  us 
could  not  ever  be  dead  for  us  too.  But  the  phone 
kept  ringing,  and  Aunt  Martha  was  there,  and  Mom 
besides  herself,  so  she  knew.  Denial  only  goes 
up  to  the  corner  with  you  and  then  it  makes  you 
cross  the  street  by  yourself,  aU  alone,  cars 
whizzing  by  aU  the  time,  and  Denial,  just  standing, 
but  not  ever  stepping  off  into  the  street  with  you. 

So  she  knew.  She  could  tell.  You  had  ducked  away 
from  a fast  ball  aimed  right  at  your  head,  and  when 
you  stayed  down,  there  were  no  pinch  runners 
and  never  could  be,  so  the  Umpire  of  Sorts 
called  the  game,  and  all  the  watchers  went  home 
because  it  was  starting  to  rain  an}way, 
and  the  benches  would  be  wet,  and  you  just  lay  there 
until  they  started  to  lower  you  into  the  cemetery  clay. 
Then  your  mother,  who  afterwards  shook  her  fist 
at  the  ceiling  and  blamed  God,  fell  across  your  casket 
in  the  midst  of  her  wails.  Other  mourners  held  her 
back  from  your  grave  descent.  Perhaps  you  saw. 

You  were  only  thirty-four.  You  were  so  quick. 


Old  Love 


— Lee  Zorn 

The  veins  are  blue  in  thin-skinned  hands 
With  fingers  gnarled  and  not  so  strong 
With  skin  too  loose  to  fit  the  arm 
And  bones  once  true,  seem  strangely  wrong. 

The  knees  walk  stiff,  complainingly 
No  swift  turns  now  of  neck  or  head 
And  dark  hair  frosted  well  with  white 
With  faded  cheek  no  longer  red. 

The  fires  of  passion  banked  and  pale 
But,  nurmred  long  in  patient  ways 
Lie  ready  to  respond  at  hand 
And  wait  to  warm  our  ancient  days. 
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Solitary  Bench 

— Geri  Penz 
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Wicker  Basket 

— Ann  Gregory 


wicker  basket 

spent 

heavy  with  clothes 
upon  my  hip 

walking 

a woven  basket 

moves  with  my  every  step 

fuU 

an  extension  of  me. 

upon  my  hip 

dew  so  cool  upon  my  feet 
skirt  caressing 
my  bare  legs 

to  touch  it  brings  comfort 
the  sound  of  it.. .peace 

ever 

spring  breezes 
carry  my  soul 

has  the  spirit  of  another 

traveled 

to  far  away  places 

so  far  as  mine 

in  the  short  walk 

between 

from 

the  back  door 

house  to  line 

and 

there  is 

an  awareness 

of  lifetimes 

past 

the  clothesline? 
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Rusted  Nails 

— Lisa  Modelevsky 


Wooden  chairs  are  sitting  alone  in  a velvet  alcove 

Some  have  nails  that  are  tarnished  and  bent  against  their  mahogany 

backdrop  of  illusion, 

As  the  days  go  by,  the  chairs  are  moved. 

The  prettier  ones  are  placed  towards  the  front  of  the  alcove, 
where  they  are  caressed  by  the  soft  peach  lights, 
strolling  in  through  the  curtains. 

The  others,  whose  nails  are  bent  and  rusted,  sit  silently  in  the  darkness. 
Their  backs  to  the  small  drops  of  light  that  taunt  them  with  a casual  touch. 
It  was  on  that  fatal  night  when  the  fire  lapped  up  all  of  the  beams. 

That  those  with  their  crowns  who  sat  in  the  front  were  burned. 

But  those  who  sat  quietly,  hidden  in  the  back  of  some  memory,  were  only 
left  to  inhale  the  smoke. 

The  chairs  with  their  rusted  nails  were  taken  from  their  dark  closets  inside 
of  the  gloomy  cavern. 

Marble  floors  of  the  ballroom  tickled  their  feet  while  crystal  domes 
illuminated  their  eyes. 

This  was  their  treasured  journey  to  the  unknown. 

Hidden  and  dismissed  from  rusted  nails. 
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The  Calming  Waters 

- Robert  Fraser 


Bill!  Go  play  in  the  sink!  Now! 

So  my  highly  agitated  four-year-old 
Finds  the  wooden  stepstool  I built  for  him 
and  carries  it  to  the  front 
of  the  kitchen  sink. 

He  steps  onto  the  stool,  reaches  across  the  sink, 
and  mrns  the  valve. 

Instantly,  miraculously, 
the  clear  water  pours  from  the  faucet, 
splatters  into  the  stainless  steel  sink, 
and  spills  down  the  drain. 

Draining  my  tormented  and  mad  son. 

Turbulence  relieves  turbulence. 

Swirling  eddies  create  order  from  chaos. 
Overflowing  waves  from  a plastic  cup 
lap  at  his  hands  like  a puppy  dog. 
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The  whirlpool  into  the  drain 
is  the  iris  of  a lens, 
focusing  his  mind. 


The  Calming  Waters  - continued  from  page  13 


forcing  it  to  pull  in  the  twenty-or-so  fishing  poles 
off  the  back  of  the  boat, 
and  concentrate  on  just  one. 

I am  sure  that  some  ancient  ancestor 
had  a dwelling  next  to  a rushing  stream. 

And  after  a long  day  of  arduous,  tense  hunting, 

found  relief  in  the  stream, 

bathing  his  feet, 

listening  to  the  bubbling, 

watching  the  never-stiU  surface. 

I am  sure  his  hunter's  instincts  were  good. 

For  often  my  son  is  Uke  the  nervous,  edgy  spider 
in  the  middle  of  its  web, 

acutely  aware  and  hypersensitive  to  any  minute  movement. 

Of  such  stuff  are  great  hunters  made. 

But  even  great  hunters  require  relief,  solace. 

So  tonight  my  son  washes  the  misfiring  synapses  of  his  brain  into  quietude. 
Preparing  for  the  next  hunt. 
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Looking  So  Lovely 

— Thomas  Tons 


Through  the  peephole  in  mv  door 
(before  she  knocks)  I see 
her  face,  convex. 

She  opens  her  purse, 
pulls  out  a compact, 
puts  on  a new  face. 

Still  convex 

from  my  side  - 

she  ponders  her  mirror. 

Picking  her  nose 
with  a wrinkled  tissue  - 
I feel  comicallv  mean 

enough  to  swing 

open  the  door, 

but  I laugh  quietlv  instead. 

Mv  peephole  winking: 
a cvclops  w^atching 
and  learning  her  secrets. 

A shift  of  skirt,  tug  of  blouse; 

she  coughs  twice  into  her  fist 

then  gendv  strikes  the  door  four  times. 
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I run  mv  fingers  through  mv  hair 
and  open  the  door,  surprised  to  see  her 
looking  so  lovelv,  which  I comment. 


A Dreamless  Night 

— William  Marr 


from  every  angle 

I tried  to  capture  your  bright  smiles 
for  a colorful  dream 


overexposed 
the  images  overlapped 
and  I had  a sweet  dark  sleep 
till  dawn 


Homecoming 

— Ruth  Goring 

In  a day  to  continue 
the  pebbled  rushing  river, 
spongy  sky  of  stars, 
guitar  fingers.  In  a day 
to  hang  on  the  golden  thread, 
to  wrestle  down  grief  & guess 
the  horizon.  To  see  a shape, 
weep  with  relief,  find  no  sleep 
in  the  fierce  inner  light, 
to  be  torn  & find  it  keeps 
burning,  burning. 


Untitled 


— Thomas  C.  CorniUie 
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Stalker 


— Constance  Vogel 


I hear  him  in  the  dead 
white  noise  of  phone  calls, 
rustling  in  the  evergreens, 
footsteps  on  the  walk  behind  me. 

I see  him 

in  each  stranger's  smirk, 
a look  that  lasts  too  long, 
lilies  he  sends  every  Friday 
with  unsigned  cards. 

Like  ions  in  the  air  - 
everywhere. 

I fear  him  as  the  teaser 

who  slows  his  car  on  railroad  tracks, 

the  romantic  who  walks  me  to  the  end 

of  piers  at  midnight, 

the  host  who  tries  to  capture  me 

in  the  bottom  of  his  glass. 

But  most  of  all,  I dread 
the  day  I find  him, 
a man  like  any  other, 

one  of  the  stoop-shouldered  briefcase  crowd, 
ordinary  as  paint. 


Improv 

— Patrick  Moriartt" 


ja2z, 

a-rat-a-tat-tat 
with  a dignified  pat. 
always  music 
always 

a powerful  storm  of  feelings  perfectly  paved, 
rocky  roads  and  hidden  coves  left  to  ponder, 
always  new, 
lost  in  wonder, 
to  bring  into  existence 
such  sweetness 
such  neatness 
even  a heatless  vibration 
caught  in  creation 
by  a mindless  creator, 
even  a hater. 

must  continue  the  expectoration  of  words  and  sounds 

a musical  dream 
no,  a musical  dream 
all  I hear  as  I strut  the  street 
the  heat  of  my  feet 
ignored  by  the  beat 
drums  please 
whirling,  twirling 

and  sure  enough,  hurling  the  tunes  in  your  face 

you  love  it 
don't  leave  it 
believe  it 
always  music 
always 
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At  Neptune’s  Door 

— Gerald  Ryan 


On  the  deck  you  hold 
her  hand  as  you  dream 
quiet  playful  dreams. 

A strange  creak,  the  world  tilts 
Metal  kisses  forehead. 

Liquid  silence  envelops 
in  a new  blue  womb. 

Distorted  yellow  gleams 
through  an  unexpected  ceiling. 

An  outlined  hull  is  a dark  silhouette. 

Awake  in  this  new  world, 
Enshrouded  in  cool  surprise. 

Light  diminishes. 

Seek  the  depths  in 
Unwilling  motion. 

You  remember  the  child's  balloon 
Bought  at  the  county  fair. 

Strained,  grown  too  full,  then 
Bursting  like  lungs'  stale  prisoners 
Screaming  to  be  free. 

A moment's  relief 

Bubbles  dance  before  dimming  eyes. 

Gulp  cold  death 

And  greet  him 

As  he  welcomes  you 

to  his  watery  home  ... 
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I 

Vanishing  Points  I 


I 

— Bill  Hottinger  : 
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Deception 

— Victoria  Marie  Vaughan 


I once  thought 
the  smoothness  of  his  skin 
would  be  sufficient  fuel 
to  awaken  my  idle  spirit 
and  bring  me  to  life 
again 

but  after  a brief  interlude 

with  a stranger 

the  only  remnants  of  heart 

are  the  imprints 

of  a bed  sheet 

and  maybe  some  mark 

of  passion 

which  mock 

the  wondrous  feeling  I do  not 
possess 

of  a warm  love 

which  does  not  desert  in  the  night 
with  the  stealth  of  the  owl 
when  the  moon  threatens  to  dissolve 
bringing  back  the  realities 
of  the  day 

when  I can  no  longer 

close  my  eyes 

to  the  fools  and  sinners. 


So  then  I turned  to  the  unending 
streets 

filled  with  lovers  and  Uars 
celebrating  their  petty  lives 
in  a frenzy 

I drank  from  their  cup 

to  quench  my  insatiable  thirst 

but  found 

that  I much  prefer 

to  drink  of  the  fountain 

and  delight 

in  the  simplicity 

of  childhood  games 

which  I can  no  longer  play 

without  shame 

because  I could  get  tangled 

in  the  jump  rope 

my  clumsy  legs 

awkwardly  twisted 

how  I would  have  cackled 

as  a child 

to  see  myself  now 
desperately  trying  to  find 
my  way 

in  the  thick  forest 
and  the  classroom 
and  the  bedroom 
not  really  knowing 
that  I was  looking 
in  all  the  wrong  places. 
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Wild  Flower 


— Michael  Galati 

A wild  thing  grew  beside  my  drive 

and  having  little  to  do 

with  such,  I let  it  grow, 

let  it  be  itself, 

and  did  not  worry 

about  what  others  would  say, 

my  letting  a weed  grow  like  that. 

Then  it  bloomed  one  autumn  da}t, 
a long-stemmed  and  lovely  thing, 
taupe  blending  easily  into  white, 
then  white  into  a cloudless  blue, 
like  a cup  of  beauty 
poured  upward  from  the  ground, 
pretending  to  be  you. 


I Love 

- Lisa  Travis 

eyes  squinting  and  narrowing  with  the 
the  universal  language  of  reaction, 
the  word  superfluous,  how  it  tumbles  down 
my  tongue  and  bounces  off  my  lips, 
how  my  neck  tightens  and  my  cheeks  flex  to  assist 
tears  as  they  fight  their  way  out  of  my  tear  ducts, 
gravel  crackling  under  sandaled  feet, 
leaves,  how  they  graciously  stand  below 
the  blossom  — letting  it  take  all  the  credit, 
how  smells  trigger  memories 
and  how  memories  trigger  evervthing. 
kneecaps  and  rings  on  little  fingers... 
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le  Baking  Lesson 


Barbara  Armbruster 


"Got  no  arm  on  you,  girl, 

No  arm  at  all,"  she'd  say. 

Yanking  the  bowl 
From  my  unresisting  grasp. 
Demonstrating  how  to  beat 
With  a righteous  fury 
Not  just  reserved  for  cakes. 

An  arm  strong  for  beating  cakes 
Was  nothing  to  me. 

Besides,  sometimes  the  rules  changed 
And  she'd  say,  "Dough  toughens 
If  you  knead  more  than  14  times." 

No,  a strong  arm  was  nothing 
In  the  relentless  beating 
Of  her  will  on  mine. 

Now,  in  the  gym  I lift 

The  iron  weights 

In  a kind  of  toast  to  her. 

"Got  arms  on  me  now.  Grandma, 
This  woman  got  arms." 


Untitled 


— Ryan  Sego 
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Home  for  the  Holidays 

— Catherine  Conway 

My  ragged  raw 

fingernails  of  truth 

pick  away  at  delusional  threads 

which  hold  your  integrity  intact. 

We  each  have  our  own  mismatched  memories 

which  we  desperately  retrieve  to  quickly  patch  over  the 

moth-eaten  holes 

in  the  frayed  fabric  of  our  aging  father/daughter  relationship. 
In  a heated  argument  in  which  we  were  both  wrong 
I strip  you  naked  against  your  will. 

All  the  layers  of  my  apologies  cannot  cloak  your  shame. 
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Miss  Gross  Materialism 


— Richard  Oberbruner 

Miss  Gross  Materialism, 

after  securing  pageant  victor}" 

with  an  outrageous  sales  pitch  song 

from  a handstand  where  she  just  about 

popped  out  of  her  bikini  to  the  salacious 

wishes  of  evert"  corporate  orgasmic  judge  in 

televised  America,  is  on  display  this  week  at  the 

mall,  where  her  unfettered  profit  glory  entices  girls 

of  all  ages  to  mimic  award-winoiag  style  with  hour  glass 

curvature  grace  and  a war  pamt  mouth  that  can  shoot  down 

Apache  attack  helicopters  with  adjectives  once  asleep  in  dinosaur 

thesauruses  as  teenage  boys  discover  the  fish  tails  in  their  loins  that 

sat  dormant  like  fossils  since  birth  until  the  call  of  the  consumer  wild  hit 

home  in  the  caves  of  their  immature  beings,  which  is  why  they  buy  cars  and  cruise 

ad  nauseam  to  give  themseh^  the  miles  and  miles  of  attention  thty  so  deepk"  deser\"e. 
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No  Goodbye 

— Constance  Vogel 

White  uniforms,  red-eyed  hospital  monitors 
failed  him  while  his  wife  was  at  home. 

She  mourned 

she  never  had  a chance  to  say  goodbye. 

A nurse  said  perhaps  he  hung  on 
until  he  was  alone,  to  spare  her; 
sometimes  they  do  that. 

But  guilt  became  as  heavy 
as  his  books  and  tools, 
his  winter  coat 
she  must  dispose  of. 

She  tried  to  deadbolt  her  mind, 
lose  him  at  crowded  parties, 
drown  him  out  in  the  depths  of  sleep, 
but  he  filled  the  space  between  her  sheets, 
the  robe  that  hung  on  the  bathroom  hook. 
Like  the  raven  he  kept  coming  back, 
tapping,  ever  rapping  at  her  door. 


Faithless 


— Gerald  Ryan 


Broken  bells  call, 

Clappers  thud  unsound 
Inside  my  pigeoned  steeple. 

Rusty  gates  beckon, 

Pained  hinges  groan 
With  doors  tilting  and  ajar. 

I peer  from  tear-stained  glasses. 

My  zealous  vision  myopic 
Through  broken  windowpanes. 

I dress  in  dusty  sacristies. 

My  vestments  hang  tattered 
Yellow  on  lonely  altars. 

I sing  from  croaking  pipes. 

My  hymn-breaths  gasp  weak 
From  broken  organ  bellows. 

NXTere  mightt"  piUars  stood. 

New  winds  chip  and  fracture 
As  mortar  dusts  to  dust. 

Where  soaring  walls  sheltered. 
Stains  now  leak  and  soften 
Mystic  phrases  into  hieroghtyh. 

XK'here  fertile  rows  of  faithful  grew. 
Candle  dripped  aisles  now  stand 
Barren,  pews  empty  and  awrv. 

Where  we  in  loyal  compact  loved. 
Tabernacles  echo  open-door  empty. 
Altars  stand  marble  cold  alone. 

Where  did  you  aU  go? 
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Look  Up 

— Debra  J.  Brucker 
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Grandpa’s  Christmas  Tree 

— Serena  Niensted 


Everything 
on  Grandpa's 
Christmas  tree, 
except  the  homemade 
paper  chains,  stars 
and  baskets 

- everything  could  be  eaten. 

I didn't  wonder  then 
how  long  it  took  to  string  the  popcorn, 
the  cranberries,  and  the  peanuts 
or  what  patience  tied  an  apple  or  orange 
on  so  many  limbs. 

W^hen  I tried  to  duplicate 
the  remembered  splendor, 
the  popcorn  crumbled,  cranberries  squashed, 
and  the  peanut  shells  shattered. 

All  I had  to  show  for  my  hard  work 
were  needle-pricked  fingers. 

So  my  children  never  knew  the  delight  of  an  untrimming  party, 
the  unforgettable  taste  of  two-week  old  popcorn  flavored  with  pine 
or  the  chewiness  of  peppermint  candy  canes 
softened  by  the  heat  of  a pot-bellied  stove 
and  the  love 
of  an  old  man 
for  his 

grandchildren. 
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Drowning 

— Robert  L.  Gockman 


Fifty  years  into  his  marriage, 

overcome  by  a mate 

who  gave  him 

no  breathing  space, 

he  felt  himself  like  a tired  swimmer 

on  an  immense  ocean. 

At  night,  his  dreams 

repeated  his  waking  hours 

leaving  him  weak  and  exhausted. 

And  when  he  slept  he  anticipated 

the  first  breath 

that  would  fill  his  lungs 

with  water  and  end  his  struggle. 

She,  of  the  raucous, 
perpetual  mouth 
bit,  chewed  and  swallowed 
his  soul, 

slavered  his  thoughts, 
diluted  his  will. 

She  dominated  every  conversation 

so  that  every  idea  was 

filtered, 

bent, 

shaped 

and  altered 

to  conform  to  hers. 

Smothered  by  her 
oppressive  persona, 
dying  a slow  death, 
he  resisted  no  longer. 

His  spirit  drowned. 


Bright  Angel  Canyon  and  Tree 

- Bill  Hottinger 
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The  Tourist 

— Robert  N.  Georgalas 


In  Paris, 

huddled  in  a doorway, 
angry  at  the  rain. 

Time  taunts.  Three  days 
to  absorb  the  city's  heart. 

Step  out. 

Retreat. 

My  reflection  dumb  in  the  glass. 

Behind  the  window,  olive  oil  in 
slender  bottles:  sunshine  pressed 
into  amber,  its  silky  blood  bright 
against  the  walnut  shelves. 

On  the  floor,  an  orange  cat  curled 
warm  in  a mouse  rich  dream. 


The  Metropolitans 

(excerpt) 

— Ron  Edison 

Amy  Kovacs  stood  in  the  vestibule 
of  the  swaying  commuter  train 
feeling  claustrophobic  amid  the  tall 
people.  She  carried  herself  with 
nose  high,  striving  to  impose  every 
last  millimeter  of  her  being  on  the 
world  around  her.  Amy's  last 
millimeter  nudged  the  tape  at  just 
under  five  feet,  although  she  would 
always  say  she  was  five-two. 

In  college,  she'd  given  up 
measuring  herself  completely, 
relying  on  faith  and  will  power  to 
produce  the  missing  inches. 

As  she  saw  it,  the  legs  were  her 
problem.  She  yearned  for  the 
wiUowy  legs  of  a supermodel,  but 
her  Hungarian  ancestors  had  cursed 
her  with  the  bandy-legged  genes  of 
Attila's  horsemen.  It's  not  that  her 
legs  weren't  shapely;  they  were. 

She  just  wished  they  continued  for 
another  inch  or  two  before  hitting 
the  ground.  Heels  worked,  but 
made  her  self-conscious,  like  a little 
girl  playing  dress-up. 

The  precarious  teetering  was 
unnerving  and  undermined  the 
confident  facade  she  projected. 
Platforms  were  far  more  stable  and 
trendy  once  again.  Even  tall  women 


wore  them.  The  thought  of 
thrusting  herself  another  two 
inches  into  the  atmosphere  was 
immensely  appealing,  but  platforms 
would  be  like  stuffing  her  bra  and 
she  hadn't  done  that  since  junior  high. 

A kinder  god  would  have  given 
her  large  breasts  to  compensate, 
piercing  blue  eyes  or  maybe  plump, 
pouty  lips.  She  had  none  of  these. 
That  same  dash  of  Hun  from  her 
father's  side  gave  her  dark  hair  and 
an  oUve  complexion.  "Gypsy 
blood,"  her  mother  called  it. 

Many  mistook  her  for  Italian. 

Amy's  flashing  eyes  were  dark 
brown,  too  dark  to  be  remotely 
construed  as  ha2el,  although  thaf  s 
what  her  driver's  license  insisted. 
Thanks  to  her  Scandinavian 
mother,  she  sported  a straight  nose, 
a pair  of  narrow,  curvy  lips  and 
reddish  highlights  when  the  sun  hit 
her  hair  just  right. 

The  hair  was  her  glory. 

Reaching  almost  to  her  waist, 
luxurious  and  full,  it  gave  her  an 
ever-changing  mask  to  camouflage 
the  real  Amy.  Whether  she  piled  it 
high  to  get  those  yearned-for 
inches,  wore  it  blown  out  and  sexy. 
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The  Metropolitans  — continued  from  page  37 


playfully  ponytailed,  or  battened 
down  for  corporate  storms,  no 
matter  which  way  she  arranged  it, 
she  received  dumbstruck  stares 
from  men  and  envious  glances  from 
women. 

But  the  leg  thing  wouldn't  leave 
her  alone,  and  however  long  she 
grew  her  hair  and  however  high  she 
piled  it,  underneath  the  mass  of 
rich,  swirly  curls  she  was  still  four 
foot  eleven  and  change.  Walking  to 
Loop  lunch  spots,  her  short  legs  did 
double-time  keeping  up  with  her 
peers.  She  lagged  a step  or  two 
behind  and  her  gait  resembled  that 
of  a toddler  struggling  to  keep  up. 
Amy  hated  being  last. 

Her  shallow  stature  also  created 
an  impression  of  youth-a  mixed 
blessing.  Even  at  thirty-one,  she 
could  count  on  being  carded  in 
bars.  Heightlessness  aside,  most 
men  found  her  very  attractive. 

Being  so  short  made  her  somehow 
approachable  and  she'd  fended  off 
more  than  her  share  of  the 
impossibly  tall,  the  impossibly 
round,  and  the  impossibly 
impossible.  What  annoyed  her  most 
were  the  men  who  equated  her  size 


with  easy  conquest,  the  ones  who 
coaxed  and  cajoled  as  though  she 
were  a recalcitrant  child.  Amy 
delighted  in  setting  them  straight. 

If  height  were  an  indicator  of 
intelligence,  the  NBA  would  be 
staffed  with  brain  surgeons  and 
rocket  scientists. 

For  the  most  part,  Amy  went 
her  own  way  and  set  her  own  pace. 
Most  of  the  time,  that  meant  alone, 
more  alone  than  usual  since 
dumping  Greg.  Or  did  he  dump 
her?  Things  still  weren't  clear 
except  that  she  had  moved  out  of 
their  Wicker  Park  loft:  two  months  ago. 

She  still  bristled  at  the  memory. 
That  son  of  a bitch.  Three  years  of 
her  life  - she'd  even  given  up  her 
cats  for  him  and  his  sniveling  allergies. 

As  the  train  braked  unevenly  to 
a halt,  she  grinned  at  her  reflection 
in  the  glass.  Laptop,  tote  bag, 
briefcase,  purse  - she  looked  like  a 
commando  strapped  and 
accoutered  for  a mission  behind 
enemy  Unes.  Nice  hair,  too. 

The  doors  opened  with  a 
pneumatic  blast  and  she  stepped 
out  into  her  Monday. 
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Ruth  Goring 


I wish  you  liked  to  read. 

I wish  you  came  home  bulging 
with  thoughts,  sentences  dangling 
& looped  about  you  like  vines, 
your  mind  mossy  & fragrant 
with  phrases. 

You  would  read  to  me, 

your  voice  riding  each  story's  weather: 

throaty  & dark,  shrill, 

tentative,  serene,  or  scuttling 

like  a rat. 

I would  forget  the  best  stories 
so  you  could  read  them  again. 

Sometimes  we  would  crv, 
pierced  by  word-knives,  delivered 
into  rooms  without  windows, 
clutching  each  other,  appalled. 

Having  traversed  a vast 
topography  of  pages, 
we  would  close  the  book, 
cook  real  food,  pour  juice  or  wine, 

& eat  with  the  relieved  & thankful  air 
of  travelers  who  have 
come  upon  their  Rivendell. 


Shame 


— Jesse  W.  Nash 


Someone  wake  the  flowers 
Before  the  sun  can  rise  and  tell  all. 

The  comfort  woman  is  coming  down  the  mountain  side. 
Her  shoulders  hunched,  her  face  clouded,  she  steps 
Into  the  yellow  waters  that  must  surely  flow  to  the  Buddha. 
She  squats  in  the  river 

And  watches  the  evidence  of  her  shame  float  downstream. 
She  should  be  consoled. 

Mao’s  men  are  approaching,  she’s  heard. 

She  win  be  avenged. 

But  they  are  men. 

And  she  is  a woman 
Marked  by  men. 

Even  if  she  says  nothing. 

They  wiU  know. 

Men  can  sense  nothing  better  than  a woman’s  faU. 

Sighing,  she  sinks  lower  into  the  river 

until  her  head  bobs  beneath  the  surface  like  a minnow. 

She  lifts  her  feet  and  raises  her  knees  to  her  bruised  breasts 
and  lets  the  river  hurry  her  to  Nirvana 
where  there  are  no  men 
and,  therefore,  no  shame. 


Contradiction  Affliction 


— Richard  Oberbruner 

Casinos  for  Education. 
Bandicoots  for  Opera. 

Arms  for  Hostages. 

Burgers  for  Breakfast. 

Vouchers  for  Home  Schools. 
Open-Toed  Sandals  for  Brick  Layers. 
Insurance  for  Illegal  Aliens. 

Laws  for  Elected  Officials. 
Sainthood  for  George  WiU. 

Snow  Plows  for  Rain  Showers. 

The  NRA  for  High  Schools. 

The  Cartoon  Network  for  C-Span. 

Space  Stations  for  Ghettos. 
Twist-Off  6-Packs  for  Gas  Stations. 

Swift  Kicks  for  Slow  Learners. 

Boot  Camps  for  Well-Kept  Women. 
Liberal  Hookers  for  Conservative  Politicians. 
Creative  Writing  Awards  for  VaniU"  Plates. 
Water  Towers  for  Think  Tanks. 
jMaturity  for  Baby  Boomers. 

Salad  Bars  for  United  Farm  Workers. 
Smorgasbords  for  Ethiopia. 
NASCAR  for  Pope  John  Paul  II. 

Sleep  Overs  for  Inmates. 
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Contradiction  Affliction  - continued  from  page  41 


Governor  Ryan  for  Ethics  Professor. 
Martha  Stewart  for  Mine  Shaft  Rescues. 

Sky  Boxes  for  The  Homeless. 
Tablesaws  for  Corporate  Board  Rooms. 
Clues  for  Howard  Stern. 

A Weekly  Radio-Arts  Program  for  “PER” 
Unions  for  Nike. 

Bungie  Jumps  for  The  Squeamish. 
Suppository  Scones  for  Starbuck  Yuppies. 
Playboy  for  Madeline  Albright. 

Turkey  for  The  National  Bird. 

Polka  for  The  National  Anthem. 

Tom  Skilling  for  The  World  Wrestling  Federation. 
Marilyn  LeMak  for  Mother  of  the  Year. 
Dead  Air  for  Rush  Limbaugh. 
Modesty  for  Fabulous  Suburbanites. 
Answers  for  Questions. 

Any  Body  for  President. 


Family  Reunion 

— Barbara  Armbruster 


“What  side  of  the  family?”  the  child  asked, 

Having  just  learned  that  a family  has  sides, 

Much  as  a war  has  sides. 

And  for  the  same  reasons. 

How  to  explain  to  this  male  child. 

That  our  family  descends  from  women. 

That  men  are  by  tradition  invisible. 

Like  some  mystery  of  religion. 

I can  recite  a litany  of  hard  times 

And  hard  deaths  that  left  our  women 

To  take  in  wash,  sell  the  farm,  clerk  in  stores. 

Do  without,  go  unloved,  give  up  dreams. 

At  my  house  it  was  the  love  that  died 

And  not  my  father,  but  we  were  taught 

To  call  him  dead,  to  wipe  out  traces  of  his  existence. 

So  that  - except  for  me  - he  never  was. 

Staring  now  at  his  contraband  picture. 

Saved  as  an  act  of  heresy  by  some  aunt, 

I feel  communion  with  his  easy  stance,  knowing  smile, 
“My  father’s  side,”  I tell  the  child,  “My  father’s  side.” 
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Variations  of  Japanese  Haiku  Verse 

— Keith  Krasemann 

Observing  A Prostitute 

I wondered  now 

on  Tokyo  Tower,  how  much 

you  were  paid  Christmas? 


Christmas  Day 

In  military  rank 

Japan’s  faithful  wait  for  trains 

to  work  Christmas  Day. 


Untitled 

— Lee  Zorn 

Sometimes 
The  things 

That  never  really  happened 
Seem 
More  true 

Than  the  things  that  really  did. 
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Untitled 


— Jason  Waclawik 
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Over  200,000  book,  music,  and  video  tides 


A wide  selection  of  titles  on  many  subjects 


Over  2000  magazine  and  newspaper  titles 
from  across  the  country  and  around  the  world 

100  listening  stations  to  check  out 
music  before  you  purchase 

Cafes  serving  coffee  drinks,  pastries,  desserts, 
and  light  breakfast  & lunch  fare 


A comfortable  browsing  environment 


Live  music  on  Friday  evenings 
(enjoy  a coffee  or  soft  drink  in  our 
smoke-free  cafes  while  you  listen!) 

Children’s  Storytimes,  special  events, 
and  costumed  character  visits 

Book  and  video  discussion  groups 


Over  30  book,  music,  and  video  events 
scheduled  each  month  .. 
stop  in  and  pick  up  our  newsletter! 


BORDERS 


COME  INSIDE 


BOOK,  MUSIC,  VIDEO,  AND  A CAFE, 


101  Rice  Lake  Square  at  Danada 
Wheaton,  Illinois 

(630)  871-9595 


1500  16th  St.  at  Rte.  83 
Oakbrook,  Illinois 
(630)  574-0800 


15620  S.  LaGrange  Rd 
Orland  Park,  Illinois 
(708)  460-7566 


1660  S.  Randall  Rd. 
Geneva,  Illinois 
(630)  262-8747 


336  S.  Rte.  59 
Naperville,  Illinois 
(630)  637-9700 


